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NA 


There were times where Necrobutcher was almost damned sure he was the only one in Mayhem who actually 
gave more than two shits about Dead. Euronymous exploited him for his self-destructive behavior, 
Hellhammer couldn't care less, and he was confident that Varg was so far up Euro's ass that he also used the 
Swede for things he couldn't control. It seemed that only Necrobutcher understood that Dead's depression was 
serious and not a fucking game- and also that the vocalist was hellbent on destroying himself. 


Dead had this ethereal presence about him, like a ghost, like the cold air that blew through the house 
everyone stayed in. When the Swede joined he was shy but stuck close to Euronymous. Eventually he warmed 
up to them all and his friendship with Necrobutcher began after he commented on his extensive collection of 
weapons: 

"Holy shit, Jørn. Could | borrow these sometime?" he asked, eyeing a particularly ghastly looking blade. 


"Sure. Just give it back when you're done; | didn't get all this shit for free." 


"Cool." The blond looked at him with a big grin on his face. It was an awkward smile but sincere nonetheless. 


That same night, the band got drunk, and Dead used the blade on himself. While they all laughed at it a chill of 


realization ran up Necro's spine. 

"Holy fuck! We need to c-close that shit up!" 

"Oh come off it, he's fine," Euronymous replied, still giggling. "Not like he's gonna die or anythin." 
Regardless, Necrobutcher patched the young man up when they were sober enough. From that point on he 
always took that position, though not knowing why. 

Eventually he grew to feel .. something for the vocalist. Nobody else had the thought to patch him up so 
Necro took it upon himself. Dead didn't understand it either and oftentimes fought against him on it. 

"Why do you always want to help me?" the blond asked after Necro found him in the woods nearly bleeding out 
on the ground. The guitarist was pressing gauze on to the huge gash Dead had on his forearm. "It's getting 
really fucking annoying.” 

"We can't have you dying on us, Pelle. You're.. important. | guess, that's what Øystein says anyway." 


"Fuck him." Dead spat immediately. "Fuck him and his electronica-loving ass. Why the hell does he need me?" 


Necro shrugged, adding more gauze and increasing pressure. "Beats me. All | know is that we've gone through 


many line-up changes before you and what we have right now is working." This all began to sound like a cover 


up to Jørn, but he rolled with it. 
"| guess so." 


The two sat together in the forest, silent. Dead's arm was wrapped up and Necrobutcher lit himself a 
cigarette. Exhaling slowly, a thought rose in Necro's mind: why was Dead so self-destructive? 


"Hey, Per?" 

"What?" 

"Why do you do that to yourself? The whole brutal behavior shit" 

Dead let a small smile rise on his face, tucking some hair behind his ear. "You want to know the truth?" 
"Yeah, to be honest. Not like you're doing this for fun" 


The Swede turned to face his fellow bandmate. "Well, when | was young | had a near death experience. Since 
then | haven't felt.. human, you know? | just feel like an empty vessel. So | rip myself apart to feel some shred 


of livelihood" 


Necrobutcher kept the cigarette between his fingers, listening intently. 


"To make a long story short: I'm not alive. I've never felt alive. Inflicting pain is the only way | know how to feel 


human." 


As time passed, Necrobutcher and Dead grew very close. Necro would tell the younger man stories of how he 
got his extensive collection of weapons and in return Dead would show him all of his drawings and lyrics. 


Sometimes when he and Euronymous fought, Dead would sleep in Necro's room. 


One particular night, it seemed as if both the guitarist and vocalist wouldn't stop fighting. Hellhammer and 
Necro left for a couple hours to go hang out with Varg, then come back and the two would still be screaming 
at each other. It was ridiculous. 

Eventually Dead stormed out of the house, taking his knife with him. Euronymous followed him to the door 
with Varg's shotgun shouting about how if he came back he'd shoot him on the spot. Dead retorted with 
something along the lines of a thank you. 


"That fucking Pelle! I'll kick his goddamn ass if he shows up back here!" Øystein yelled, slumping on the chair in 
the living room. He grabbed his guitar and started playing a few riffs. Necrobutcher came in with a beer in 


hand. 
"You guys can't go a day without being at each other's throats, | swear. Where'd he go, anyways?" 


"Like | give a shit! If you wanna go find him go ahead, you'll probably find him with his throat slit or 


something.” 
"Did.. he take his knife with him?" 
Euronymous let out a chuckle. "Yeah. Maybe he'll actually kill himself this time." 


Without thinking, Necrobutcher ran out of the house. He knew Dead was probably somewhere tearing up his 
arm like usual but it still scared him. Everytime he and Euronymous fought it scared him! The lead guitarist 
had a tendency to go way too far with the things he said regardless of apologizing later (and his ego was too 


goddamn huge to even apologize). 
"Pelle!" Necro yelled, running through the forest around the Mayhem house. "Pelle! Pelle, where are you?!" 


He ran around for what seemed like hours, scourging every secret spot the two hung out at. Dead wasn't 
anywhere to be found and gave to response no matter how loud Necrobutcher screamed for him. 

God, what if he actually did himself in? Fear ran through Jarn's veins at the thought; it was like he failed in 
protecting him. 

After a while, his legs gave out, and Necro slumped against a tree, beaten. He couldn't find Dead anywhere and 


was sure the Swede was probably bleeding out now. He actually felt like he was going to cry. 


"God fuckin’... dammit! Dammit! Damn you, you idiot!" Necro screamed, his body racked with sobs. "You stupid 


Swede! Fuck you, where ever you arel!" 

The older man let his crying take over and collapsed on to the ground. He'd failed. He'd failed in protecting the 
vocalist. He'd failed in preserving the perfect line-up of the band And now there was a gaping void in his heart, 
it felt. 

".. Jørn?" 

Great, now he was hearing things. 

"Jørn? What the fuck, are you alright?" 

Two hands grabbed his shoulders and lifted him up, setting him against the tree. Necro's eyes were red and 
puffy from crying so much. But in the wake of his eyes welling up again, Necro could see Dead clearly before 
his eyes. He'd never been so happy to see the misanthrope. 

"You alright? | just heard you yelling and figured.. like, Euronymous started fighting you too." 

"No, l.. l'm fine, Pelle." 

"Bullshit, Jørn, you look like a girl who just got dumped by her boyfriend. What happened?" 

Necrobutcher let out a small chuckle. "I just.. | don't know whether to kiss you or kick your ass, you know?" 
Dead raised an eyebrow. "What?" 

"| got worried sick after you stormed out! Øystein was talking about you taking your knife and hoping you'd kill 
yourself but. | freaked out and ran after you! Fucking hell, Pelle, the shit you do scares mel | know you can't 
help it and | can't make you stop but.. but I'll be damned if | don't wish | could!" 


Oh, here we go, Necrobutcher thought. It's all coming out now. 


"Nobody else gives as much of a shit about you as | do, it seems, and | just want to make sure you're okay! 


That's why | always patched you up! | don't give a fuck about this band or this line-up if you're not in it!" 
"J-Jarn, no.. you don't mean that” 


Necrobutcher grabbed Dead's shoulders. "Fucking hell | don't! Screw Euronymous, screw Hellhammer, and screw 
that little suck up, Vikernes! | just." 


There was a silence between them, with Dead waiting anxiously for Necro to finish and Necro trying to come 


up with the right words. 


"I just want you to be okay. | wish | could take your depression away. | wish | could make you feel human. | 


care about you so much, Per, it drives me nuts." 

Jørn felt a hotness rise up in his cheeks. He'd just poured his heart out to Pelle without knowing how the 
younger man would react. Now he knew there'd be an awkwardness that would never be removed. 

Slowly, he took his hands off the vocalist's shoulders. 

‘lm sorry, Per, | didn't mean to yell at you like that-" 

Without letting him finish, the Swede grabbed Necrobutcher and hugged him. Despite his frail body he hugged 
him with all his strength, shaking from the small sobs coming out of him. 

Oh shit, Dead was crying. Had Necrobutcher's confession hit him that hard? 

"Don't apologize, please. Nobody's ever.. ever said that to me." Dead muttered, letting the guitarist go. He wiped 
his eyes with the back of his hand. "Truth be told | did contemplate going to the river and just drowning, you 
know? Øystein drives me fucking crazy sometimes. | swear he's out to get me, but that's besides the point.” 


"The guy's a downright bastard." 


Dead laughed. His laugh was cute, raising his voice to a higher pitch filled with genuine happiness. It was one of 
the things Necrobutcher loved to hear from him. 


"Thank you, Jørn. Really. You don't know how much it means to me that you care." 
Necrobutcher smiled, his dark eyes staring directly into Dead's light ones. 


The two stayed where they were, locked in a tight embrace. For once, Dead felt something he hadn't felt in a 


long time.. and that was love. 


